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for so many children to hve in 0
m--a house, When Dr. BSertram
buflt the house it was considered of
very good size, but that was many

8 ago, aud since then flve bright,

happy children bad come to crowd the
g \_%ruwn house, On one side of
! | Tived a little boy who Wwaa an

~Jonly child and the idol of his father
‘and mother. He had the enviable
' mm of having everything he
W {wan When some of the little Bert-
. ramé wighed they were as fortunate
s Lawrence Cole, their sister Helen,
~ who was 14, would say:
~“Oh, it wouldn't be nice to have &ll
- the things we want—there wouldn’t be
el t_yﬂuu to wish for, and wishing 18
Such fun!”
%  Of their neighbor on the other slda
the children stood In great awe, He
- was a bachelor named Samuel Jorden,
- who lived all alone, and who deteated
 chlldren; and how in the world ke
© _happened to build a house right next
~ to the little brown bouse full of them
18 not known.
~  But, in spite of all the wealth on
oither side of them, the Bertrams were
ths happlest, most contented of fami-
lles, There was always such fun
“there, with never a dull day, so that
every child in the neighborhood loved
1o go there, but after dinner at night
wag the jolllest time, when Dr. Bert-
ram was at home. They would all
] ar around the open fire in the li-
rary and cveryone had to tell what
@ and she had been doing all day,
en they would have a little music
m Helen and her mother, and the
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“girl would tranefer them all to an
- Jideal world with the music from her

violin, Then came the procession to
_ibed, where Marjoric would be carried,
\' alf asleep. ™ The queer thing about
}m Bertram family was that everyone
! 'waa utterly different in look and char-
., acter, so that one never knew just
which one they loved best,

it'was only the third day before
- Christmps, when Dorothy, who was
., Just "half past six," went up stairs
“ poio find her mother, Bhe had a wistful

t on her little face that one could
never resist,
iy “Mother, dear, have I got something
~ for everybody now?”
. “Yes, Dorothy, I think you have,
- mnd you have helped me very much,
‘begides,” dnswered her mother,
“Well, then, would you please give
. jme just fifteen cents more and let me
igo out all alone and spend it?”

E_My, ves, my child, yon may have
that. I suppose it Is some great mys-
tery, isn't it, and I mustn't ask?"” sald
Mrs. Bertram.
~ “No, please don't ask—ever!" sald
~ Ahe child earnestly, ¥
.~ “Byer!” thought her mother, as the
‘child went out, “‘what can she bz going
- to do with 1t?
It was almost dark when Dorothy
- opened the door of a florist’s little
shop, two blocks down the strect. Nev-
wae a child who loved flowers more
“thig little maid, and ghe would
talk to them as she would to her dolls,
Bhe was a frequent visitor at this
shop, and when the other children
- m off to a candy store with an
- oceasional five cents, she usually spent
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ALL YOU CAN GIVE MB™

a few pretty flowers, 5o as
there hesitatingly, the man
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he hates children, I guees,” she sald,
opening the door wider.

A big lump, which she tried to swal-
low, came up In Dorothy's throat.

“Yea, I do, but may 1 just see him a
minute? I won’t bother him."

“Well, I don’'t know what he'll say,
I'm sure,” sald the glrl, as she led the
way through tho beautiful hall to a
door at which she knooked.

“Here, sir, 16 one of them children
that llves next door. Bhe's got some
message, I guess.'”

And In one second Dorothy found
the door shut bebind her, and there,
fn the chalr before the fire, sat Mr,
Jorden.

‘“Well, what 15 it you want, little
girl?' said he as he turned toward
her, “Be quick, for I am very busy."”

“Oh, are you busy?" asked Dorothy,
surprised, because hs was not dolng
anything but looking at the fire. "I—
1 only wanted to give you these, sir,
and I'll go right away.

The man stared hard at the white
paper parcel ghe held out to him,

“Flowers?" said he.

I!Y“'ll

‘“For what, may I ask?"

“Just for Christmas, becanse you
live all alone, Good-bye,” and she was
gone.

The pretty flowers had begun to fade
by the fire before Mr. Jorden
came out "bf the brown study into
which he had fallen.

“God hless her brave little heart,”
sald he, as he held Dorothy's flowers.
- L] L - L

The firat joy of the Christmas tree
was over, the presepts were all dis-
tributed, and every one of the little
Bertrams were sitting around admir-

“FLOWERS?" HE BAID.
ing the candles and the clever trim-
ming of the tree.

“There goes the door bell again,”
sald someone.

“Do you think Santa Claus has come
back?"' nsked Marjorie.

It was a great disappointment to her
when she saw her mother shaking
bhands with Mr. Jorden. He looked
rather sad, though he smiled at them
all. There was a brizht carn~tion in
his buttonhole, the sight of which
made Dorothy want to get behind
gomeone.

“How happy you look,” sald the vis-
itor, sitting down. “I could see you
through my side windows—I have of-
ten looked in upon you, and tonight I
took the liberty of joining you for
half an hour. Bhall I intrude?”

“Not at all,” eaid Dr. Bertram, “You
are very welcome."

Mr,
him and kissed her. =

“Do you know,' he sald, turning

to look at them all, “that a man may
grow to be fifty years old and learn for
the first time what he should always
have known. It is this little girl who
has taught me how eweet and com-
forting n child may be, and I used to
think they were put into the world
only to gunoy people.”
This was Mr. Jorden's converaion,
and though all the children grew to
love him, it was Dorothy who became
his dally companion and friend.

Christmas Waits.
In England the “waits” are musi-
clans who play throughout the towns
and clties at night, for two or three
weeks preceding Christmas. They call
on the inhabitants for donations. At
one time it was the custom to let out
fhis privilege to one map, who was
privileged to hire as many walts es
he chose and to take a goodly per-
esntage of the profits, none others but

Jorden drew Dorothy toward
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Caqst Care 10 vhe Winds,

Holly berries red and bright,

Wealth of candles filck'ring light,
Ohirlstmas in the alr!

Ohilieh faces all aglow,

Outside slelgh bells in the snow—
Banished 18 dull care,

0Older wisehopds for the time
Join In eport and song and rhyme—
Happy Chriemastide!
Mem'ry brings back golden youth,
Iyes then see'ng only youth,
Ever at its slde,

Joy tonight s crowned the queen

Of the festive Christmas scene,
May her rule be long!

None can claim a rebel heart

With her foll'wers forms a part—
Thelrs a gladsome song!

A Bnt of Deceprion.
8ha stood beneath mo chandeller
Entwined with mistletoe;
1 glasoed the hall-length far and near,
I looked both high and low;
No license for a kiss was hung,
‘Twag near a failure fiat,
When lo, I spied a sprig among
The feathers on her hat,
Roy Farrell Greeae.

0ld Santy ig no phantom prim—
The cheer he brings cures many ills;
Thro' dreamland’s door we follow him,
And lose the thought of New Year's
bills.

Old English Customs.

It was customary in former days, In
Cornwall, England, for the people to
mest on Christmas eve at the bottom
of the deepest mines and have a mid-
night maas,

In some parts of Derbyshire the vil-
Jage cholr agsemble in the church on
Christmas eve and there walt untll
midnight, when they procead from
houee to house, invariably accompa-
nied by a keg of ale, singing “Chris-
tlans, Awake!” During the week they
again visit the principal houses in tha
place, and having played and sang for
the evening, and pertaken of the
Christmas cheer, are presented with a
sum of money.

In Chester and Its neighborhood
numerous singers parade the sireets,
and arc hospitably euntertalned with
meat and drink at the varlous houses
where they call,

The roll of the revellls drums and
the trumpet’s brazen falsetto did not
serve In the least to disturb the mo-
rose meditations of Private Patrick
Francls Tilernan, BSeventh United
Btates cavalry, who was walking post
at Fort Runyon, Mont., In the gray
of that Christmaa day morning in the
year 1890, Private Patrick Franels
Tiernan, Troop K, until day before
yeaterday a eergeant of twenty-seven
years standing, was now walking post
like the veriest “rookle” in the Fort
Runyon outfit, reduce to the ranks by
the finding of a court martial for
drunkenness, and that court martial
convened by the order of hls colonel.
And the colonel, the man with whom

Tiernan. I've known the chevron and
the plaln sleave to do the trick as
well. Promlse me."”

The answer came half sulklly:
“Well, If you want me to promise, I
wll.” Then the trooper turned and
strode away to the stables, taking no
notice of the hand which he knew
instinctively was leld out to grasp
his.

At the stables he threw a saddle on
to Joe Hooker, and with a more vi-
clous dig from the spur than the horse
had ever before felt from tbat heal
set out at a “charge” pace across the
prairie. Miles City came In sight,
Tiernan rode past the scattered out-
lying shacks, and reaching the heart

The “ashton fagot"” is burned In
Devonshire, It Is composed entirely
of ash timber, the separate branches
bound with ash bands and made as
large ns can be admitted to the floor of
the fireplace. When the fagot blazes
a quart of cider is called for and
servad upon the bursting ol every
hoop or band around the fagot. Tha |
tUmber belng green and elastie, each
band bursts with a loud report.

In one or two localities it iz still
customary for the farmer, with his
family and friends, after partaking
together of hot cakes and clder (Lhe
cakes being dipped into the llquor pre-
vious to being eaten) to proceed to the
orchard, one or the party bearing hot |
cake and clder as an offering to the
principal apple tree. The cake is for-
mally deposited on the fork of the
tree and the cider thrown upon the
cake and tree.

A superstitious notion prevalls In
the western parts of Devonshire that
at 12 o'clock at night on Christmas eve
the oxen in thelr stalls are always
found on their knees ns In an attitude
of devetion,

One John Martyn, by will, on Nov.
28, 1729, gave to the church wardens
and overseers of the poor of the par-
fsh, Bt Mary Major, Exeter, £20, to
be put out at interest, and the profits
thereof to be laid out every Christmas
eve in twenty pleces of beef, to be
distributed to twenty of the pooreat
people in the parish, said charity to be
continned forever.

anta Will Stay.

IN THE HOLLOW IN THE BANK HE SAW THREBE

FORMS.

Tiernan had soldiered all through the
yvears that the officer was rising step
by step from the ranks of a subaltern
of horse to that of the command of
the crack cavalry reglment of the ser-
vice.

After the new guard had been
mounted that morning Private Tier-
pan made his way to hls quarters and
without a word to his fellowa, left the
barracks and headed for the stables,
As he passed the door of the commis-
sary the Colonel came out and met
him face to face. Tiernan's hand went
to his cap in rigid salute,

“tijood morning, Sargeant,” eald
Colonel Blake. The old title slipped
out naturally.

“Private Tiernan, sir, now," was
the answer in a tonme that Implled it

PRIVATE PATRICK FRANCIS TIER-
NAN,

would be a pleasure to edd, “Thanka
to you."

“As you will, Tiernan; where are
you going ™

“I'm an old guard post; I've walked
post all night and I'm going to ride
over to Miles City, sir.™

“Are you golng to drink today, ser-
geant T"—the title agaln,

“Private, sir; I don't know;: there's
mot many that care.”
we've roldlered In the

| of the place made straight for the bar
of the “Jolly Trooper.” Ha called for
brandy, filled the glass, ralsed it, and
then as if mirrored In its contents he
read the words: “I've known the
chevron and the plain sleeve to do the
trick as well” Tiernan put the liguor
back on the bar, paid for it, and turn-
ed for the door. Then the thought of
the gibes of the recruits came into his
mind like a knife, He turned to the
bar agalin, touched the glass, dropped
it and then sald sharply: “Glve me a
bottle of brandy.” He took the flask
outside and put it In his saddle bag.
| Thus far he had kept the letter of his
word.

Tiernan headed Joe Hooker for the
rallroad station. The wind was scugh-
ing along in a way which the experi-
enced trooper knew presaged a bliz-
gard. At the station platform Tiernan
found the post ambulance. The driver
gald that he had been sent over to
reet Colonsl Blake's sister, Mrs, Car-
ruthers, her son and the Colonel's
danghter, Miss Molly Blake,

‘They arrived,” said the driver In
rasponse to Tiernan’s question, “on
an earlier train than was expected and
left for the post in an open wagon be-
fore 1 arrived. Mrs. Carruther's son,
who came with her, hired the team,
suid he knew the way, and would
drive the party over. They've had

| half an hour the start, and if they

%kesp to the mew road they can make
the post before this bllzzard Is strong
enough to hurt them. [It's too late
now for me to put back, however, and
I'm going to stay here”

Tiernan looked at the sky. ‘The
clouds had banked up thickly, and the
| snow was coming faster and faster,
| blown by a constantly rising wind.
| “The last time young Carruthers was
&t the post,” he thought, “the old road
| He does not know of

the short new oune. If he takes the
| old trail round the bluff they're lost™

Then he thought of Molly, whom ten

years ago In the far-off Apache coun-

try, he had taught to ride. Molly, for
| whom he had been bodyguard all
| through ber childhood. Without a
word to a soul he mounted and struck
| off into the very teeth of the storm.
| “Don"t fail me this day, Joe Hooker."

was in use.”
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st itg height. Tilernnn blinded his
horse and bending low over the sad-
dle kept him to his task with encour-
aging words. For an hour they kept
steadily on In the face of tho tempest,
To mny others than that plains-tried
soldler and steed the blizzard would
have meant death. He had hoped to
overtike those whom he sought In
time to take them back to the new
path, The hope was glven over long
since. Suddenly Joe Hooker stopped.

Tiernan &lid from tie saddle, his
limbs already stiffened with the cold,
and with one hand on his steed’'s
bridle he led the way gropingly for
a few steps. There he found dn open
carriage empty and with two horses
overcome in  the trall. Tiernan’s
heart nearly falled him, He knew he
was almost on the point where the
trail rounded the bluff, Perhaps the
carriage occupants had sought shelter
under the lee of the embankment.
Toward it he made his painful way. A
ery came faintly to his ear above the
howling of the storm. He stumbled on
with his left hand still grasping tight-
Iy Joo Hooker's bridle. In another
moment the steep embankment shut
out some of the fury of the wind
and the driving needlellke snow ceas-
ed for a moment to blind his vislon.
Before him in a hollow of the bank
he saw three forms. Two were pros-
trate, the other was kneeling, and
the goldier realized that the white
face of young Carruthers was turned
toward bim, while from the lips came
the smothered cry, “Sergeant Tier-
nan."”

Tiernan stumbled forward and sank
down beside the motionless figures,
half covered with snow,

“Save them,” came in anguished
tones from the boy, Tiernan raised
the nearest form and looked into the

face of Molly Blake. Exposure had
well-nlgh done its work, Then a
thought flashed into his mind, and

with an action as guiclk as the thought
he sprang to the side of hiz horse and
thrust his hand into the eaddle bag.
There was the bottle of brandy intact.
In a trice a quantity of the stimulant
was forced between the lips of the
storm’s victims and signs of return-
ing consclousness were almost Imme-
diate, Tiernan used his saddle blan-
ket and overcoat as n further protec-
tion and soon succeeded in getting the
three into a etill more sheltered nook.
After long walting the storm subald-
ed, and then came the thump of hoot

falls. A minute later a troop of eav-
alry, led by Colonel Blake, broke
round the edge of the blufl, The

Colonel slipped from his horss and
took his daughter into his arms. The
troopers started a fire, and when its
genlal warmth had made ftself feit
the story was told In a few words,

“Sergeant Tiernan,” sald Colonel
Blake, “that bottle of brandy saved
three lives."

“Maybe," roturned Tiernan, but you
may thank what you gald thls morn-
fng for there belng a drop in It"

Patrick Franclis Tiernan, retired
first sergeant K troop, Seventh cav-
alry, wears a massive gold watch. In-
geribed on the inside of one cage are
these words: “From Maolly Blake to
Sergeant Tiernan, Non-Commissioned
Officer and Gentleman.” Within the
back case Sergeant Tiernan had en-
graved these: “I've known the chev-
ron or the plaln sleeve to do the trick
as well. Christmas Day, 1890."

Ghe Cherstmas Tree.

Says an enthusiastlc mother: “i
don’t believe there iz anything on the
face of the earth that gives more
pleasure to the average child than a
Christmas tree. It does make n good
deal of trouble for the elders, but
surely it ig worth while! OUne is only
a child such a little while, and one is
grown up so very long! We grown up
people are very well satisfied to have
our yearly presents just givean (o us,
but surely we all can remember how
the value of the gifts once increased In
proportion to the way they were giv-
en. Was anything more delightful
than emptying a stocking, especially
when each thing was wrapped up aad
ticd. The presents were so much
more desirable that way than I they
had just been lald out on a chair or
table, And il they came on a Christ-
mas tree, words cannot express how
much that enhaneed thelr value, Sure-
Iy that childish delight repaid all the
hard work that fell to the elders’
share, and the remembrance of it
now goes a long way to lighten the
work of it all for our own small boys
and girls.

“A big tree s glorious, but, after all,
the Christmas we always looked back
on as the very beet was the one where
we each had a little tree of our own.
They were from aboul six inches high,
for the baby, up to three feet for fa-
ther. They were planted In lovely
pots, and were decorated with [ittle
bits of candles and comucopias, om
each tree a different color, There was
even one tree for the pets, and no sin-
gle one was forgotten. Every dog, eal,
rabbit, guinea plg, or doll had a gift,
with Its own name marked on the out-
side. Truly that was a Christmas! I
only wish I had the nine little raseals
to muke all the happiness for, and the

eans to do it. Children are endless

ble; but how forlorn it is not to
have them to trouble for!™

There was an obstruction on the trall.
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